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courage, knowledge, freedom and honesty.
Ancestors were a source of inspiration to Akbar. Abounding
love for his three sons and four daughters was a deduction from
his obsession with the desire to perpetuate the house of Timur.
Illiteracy was no handicap to him in the understanding of the
highest ethical and metaphysical concepts. His memory was prodi-
gious. The works of Sa'adi, Hafiz and Kalidas were known to him
by heart. Fine arts fascinated him. His court became a meeting
ground for world-famous poets, painters, architects, musicians,
dancers, caligraphists and men of learning. As a connoisseur he
was unique. He could name the author of a landscape, a portrait
or a miniature at one glance, Fatehpur-Sikri is now in ruins, but
the concept of that city will for ever remain a memorial to the
elegance of his imagination. He loved all good things of life.
Wine was one of them. In youth the pleasures of the 'flesh for a
while cast their spell on him. Age mellowed him. Towards the
end, he became an abstainer, a darvesh with distrust for the
-senses.
This free-wheeling, rambling recapitulation of the many virtues
and a few sins of Akbar was part of my pilgrimage. I looked at
the typescript lying on the floor to the left, and wondered whether
the pen had recorded correctly the ebb and rise of emotions while
I narrated the events of the great Emperor's life. The answer was
not for me to give. On this note of hope and doubt, I arose,
walked once again up to the head of the cenotaph, bowed, and
retraced my steps to the narrow exit. When turning to take leave,
I saw the red rose where I had left it. Adieu, I said silently. The
experience was self-rewarding.
The sun was bright in the garden. The trees looked a shade
greener and the shadows a shade darker than when I came in.
The mausoleum itself took on a richer hue. The place was now
humming with visitors. The variety of the colours of their skins
and their costumes gave the scene a significance all its own. God
is truly one.
History is the greatest of all teachers.